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"This is Not What I Want" 

Chos skyong skyabs 

The old wood-frame windows constantly vibrate on windy evenings. 
Accompanied by the wind whistling outside, the listener is serenaded 
by sounds that might be imagined as coming from musical instruments. 
I mostly ignored this symphony after moving into this house. 

When did I become like this? Sometimes I drift away for a few 
minutes, just gazing somewhere, unable to concentrate on my 
surroundings. 

How long do these fragmented thoughts linger? 

The house gets darker and darker. Frigid winters here on the 
Plateau, create extreme challenges for the herdsmen and their 
livestock. 

Time to drive the livestock into their enclosure and tie them. I 
know I should get up and help her, but I don't want to move. The fire 
is dying in the metal stove, and the house gets steadily colder. I should 
add some yak dung, but I don't want to move. 

Local villagers believe I have a chronic disease. Maybe they are 
right, but it's not biological. Something has got hold of my spirit. 

She finishes tying the yaks, enters the house, looks at me, and 
says, "I thought you were sleeping!" 

I don't reply. 

As she came inside, I just lay on the bed, looking at the ceiling. 
I don't remember when, but I put a cigarette in my mouth and lit it. It 
is nearly finished. I don't remember inhaling. Ashes litter my collar. 

"What's wrong with you? Are you ill? What do you want for 
dinner?" she asks. 

I do not dislike her, but I can't think of anything worth saying. 
I continue lying on my back, looking at the ceiling with an open mouth. 
Time passes. 
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Something is moving on my right cheek. I investigate and 
discover it is a tear. 

"You don't look good. You should visit a bla ma tomorrow 
morning," she suggests. "He'll divine. Maybe he'll need to chant in our 
home. Should we go consult him tonight?" 

I don't reply. 

She finishes cooking and says, "Noodles. Here you go," and 
offers me a bowl. 

"Did you add salt?" I ask. 

"Yes! I'll add more if you like," she replies. 

After supper, the room is silent. I hear our hearts beat. She says 
a lot. I don't reply. Suddenly I want to say something, but I won't listen 
to her answer. 

In bed, she shows sexual desire. 

"This not what I want in my world," I say. 

She thinks I mean a sexual relationship. 

She misunderstands. 

I don't clarify. 

After I speak, I realize I have spoken. 

"What?" she says. 

"No!" I say. 

After a few minutes, I say something again, and again realize I 
have spoken. 

"This is not a good place to live. This is not what I want," I say. 

"'This is not a good place to live. This is not what I want.' What 
do you mean?" she asks. 

I give a long sigh and say nothing. 

"I'm just a herdsman," I say after a long pause. 

Later, she moves very near me, puts her left hand on my neck, 
and gently rubs my chest. I am on my back to her left. She skillfully 
kisses my neck and nuzzles my ear. 

I silently move her hand away and turn. 

Later, I he on my back. She puts her right leg across my legs. 
Her right hand slowly moves down my chest... 
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Tibetan Terms 

bla ma gpij 
chos skyong skyabs 
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